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THE RAPE OF L VGRECE. 

As the poore frighted Deare that (lands at gaze, 
Wildly determining which way to flie, 

Or one incompaft with a winding maze. 

That cannot tread the way out readilie: 

So with her felfe is ihee in mutinie, 

To line or die which of the r.vaine were better, 

V Vhen life is (ham’d and death rcproches detter. 

To kill my felfe, quoth fhee,alacke what were it. 

But with my body my poore foules pollufion? 

They that loofe halfe with greater patience beare it, 
Then they whole whole isfwallowed in confution. 

.. That mother tries a mercilefle conclufion, 

; Who hauing two fweet babes, when death takes 

V Vill flay the other, and be nurfe to none/.(one, 

My bodie or my (oule w hich was the dearer? 

V Vhen the one pure, the other made deuine, 

V Vholcloueof eyther to my (elfe was nearer ? 
Whenboth were kept for Heauen and Colatine: 

j Ay me, the Barke pild from the loftie Pine, 

> His lcaues will wither, and his fap decay, 

So mull: my foule her barke being pild away. 

Her 
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Her houfeis fackt,her quiet interrupted, 

Her manfion batterd by the cnemie, 

Her (acred temple fpotted, fpoild, corrupted, 
Groflieingirtwith daringinfamie. 

Then let it not be cald impictie, 

If in this blemiflitfort 1 make (ome hole, 

Through which I may conuay this troubled (bule. 

Yet die I will not, till my Colatine' 

Haue heard the caufe of my vntimelie death, 

That he may vow in that fad houre of mine, 
Reuenge on him that made me flop my breath, 

My ftained bloud to T a r qv i n ile bequeath, 
Which for him tainted, (hall for him be (pent. 
And as his due Writ in my teftament. 

My Honor ile bequeath vnto the knife 
That wounds my bodie lb dilhonored, 

Tis Honor to depriue diflionord life, 

The one will liue, the other being dead. 

So o-flliames afhes fhall my Fame be bred, 

For inmy death I murther lhamefull (come, 

My (hame fo dead, mine honor is new borne, 
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